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THE TWO PRESENTS. 
A moral Narrative. 


ONE morning, lord Richmore, 
coming down to breakfast, was welcom- 
ed with the tidings that his favourite 
mare Miss Slim, had brought a foal, and 
also that a she ass, kept for his lady’s 
use, as a milker, had dropped a young 
one. His lordship smiled at the ine- 
quality of the presents nature had made 
him. ‘* As for the foal, (said he to the 
groom) that, you know, has been long 
promised to my neighbour Mr. Scamp- 
er. For young Balaam, you may dis- 
pose of him as you please,” ‘The 
groom thanked his lordship, and said 
he would give him to Isaac the wood- 
Malie 

In due time, Miss Slim’s foal, which 
was the son of a noted racer, was tak- 
en to ’squire Scamper’s, who received 
him with great delight, and out of com- 
pliment to the @onor, named him Young 
Peer. He was brought up with at least 
as much care and tenderness as the 
’squire’s own children—kept in a warm 
stable, fed with the best of corn and hay, 
duly dressed, and regularly exercised. 


As he grew up, he gave tokens of great | 


beauty. is colour was bright bay, 
with a white star on his forehead ; his 
coat was fine, and shone like silk; and 
every point about him seemed to pro- 
mise perfection of shape and make. 
Every body admired him as the com- 
pletest colt that could be seen. 

So fine a creature could not be des- 
tined to any useful employment. Af- 
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turf; and a groom was appointed to the 
care of him alone. His master who 
could not well afford the expense, sav- 
ed part of it, by turning off a domestic 
tutor, whom he kept for the education 
of his sons, and was content with send- 
ing them to the curate of the pare 
ish. 

At four years old, Young Peer start- 
ed for a subscription purse, and cam- in 
second, out of a number of competi- 
tors. Soon after he won a country 
plate, which filled his master with joy 
and triumph. The ’squire now turned 
all his attention to the turf, made match- 
es, betted high, and was, at first, toler- 
ably successful. At length, having vene- 
tured all the money he could raise upon 
one grand match, Young Peer ran on 
the wrong side of the post, was distanc- 
ed, and the ’squire ruined. 

Meantime, young Balaam went inté 
Isaac’s possession, where he had a very 
different training. He was left to pick 
up his living as he could in the lanes 
and commons ; and on the coldest days 
in winter, he had no other shelter than 
the lee side of the cottage, out of which 
he was often glad to pluck the thatch for 
asubsistencee As soon as ever he was 
able to bear a rider, Isaac’s children 
got upon him, sometimes two or three 
at once. Nevertheless, he grew up as 
the children themselves did, strong and 
healthy ; and though he was rather bare 
on the ribs, his shape was good, and hig 
limbs vigorous. 

It was not long before his master 


ter he had passed his third year, he was || thought of putting him to some use ; 
sent to New market to be trained for the § so, taking him to the woods, he fastened 
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a load of faggots on his back, and sent 
him with his son ‘Tom to the next town. 
Tom sold the faggots, and mounting up- 


on Balaam, rode himhome. As Isaac 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


| year, gentle, pretty, and born with ay 
extreme sensibility. Her lover jug 
‘turned of twenty, was loved with a pas. 
| sion equal to his own, and the day was 


could get plenty of faggots and chips, | fixed to make them happy. It was the 
he found it a profitable trade to send | 20th of June, 1778. 


them, daily, for sale, upon Balaam’s 
back. Having a little garden, which 
from the barrenness of the soil vielded 
him nothing of value, he bethought him 


of loading Balaam back from town with | 


manure. 


Though all he could bring 


at once was contained in two small pa-| 


niers, yet this in time amounted to 
enough to mend the soil of his whole 
garden, so that he grew very good po- 
tatoes, and other vegetables, to the 
great relief of his family. Isaac being 
now sensible of the value of his ass, be- 
gan to treat him with more attention. 
He got a small stack of hay tor his win- 


ter fodder, and with his own hands | 


built him a little shed of boughs and 
mud, in order to shelter him from the 
bad weather. He would not suffer any 
of his family to use Balaam ill, and af- 
ter his daily journies he was allowed 
to ramble at pleasure. He was now 
and then cleaned and dressed, and upon 
the whole, made a reputable figure. 
§saac took in more land from the waste, 


so that by degrees he became a little 


farmer, and kept a horse and cart, a! 


cow, and two or three pigs. ‘This 


made him quite a rich man; buthe had | 


always the gratitude to impute his pros- 
perity to the good services of Balaam, 
the groom’s present; while the ’squire 
cursed Young Peer as the cause of his 
ruin, and many a time wished that 
his lordship had kept his dainty gift to 
himself. 


AFFECTING HISTORICAL NARRATIVE. 
By M. Sherlock. 


The Count de Peltzer, an officer in! 


the Prussian service, was the onl 
ot a widow near sixty years old. He 
was handsome, brave to excess, and 
deeply in love with Mademoiselle de 
Benscow. 


son | 


The Prussian troops are always rea. 
‘dy to take the field; and the 19th of 
~ June at ten o’clock at night, the Count’s 
‘regiment received orders to march at 
midnight for Silesia. He was at Ber. 
lin, and his mistress at a country house 
‘four leagues from the town, he set off 
consequently without seeing her; and 
_he wrote to her from the first place he 
_ stopped, that it was impossible for him 
|to live without her, that it was essen- 
| tial to his happiness that she should fol- 
| low him immediately, and that they 
' should be married in Silesia. He wrote 
at the same time to her brother, who 
was his most intimate friend, to plead 
his cause with her parents. She set 
out, accompanied by this brother, and 
by her lover’s mother. Never did the 
sands of Brandenburgh appear so heavy 
jto this charming girl; but at length 
the journey ended, and she arrived at 
the town of Horstadt ;—it was in the 
morning, and “never” said her bro- 
| ther to me “did my eyes see a woman 
lovelier than my sister. ‘The exercise 
of the journey had added to her bloom 
and her eves painted what passed in 
her heart.” But, O how deceitful are 
/human prospects! how near is the mo- 
‘ment of wretchedness to the moment of 
felicity. The carriage stopped to let 
some soldiers pass, who advancing with 
Slow steps, bore in their arms a wound- 
ed officer. The tender heart of the 
young lady was affected at the sight: 
she little expected that it was her lov- 
er. Some Austrian troops had  ap- 
proached the town, and the young 
‘Count went out to repulse them. 
Burning to distinguish himself, he rush- 
ed with ardour before his troops, and 
fell the victim of his unhappy impetu- 
osity. 

To describe the situation of this un- 





j 




















She was in her eighteenth | 


‘fortunate young woman, would be to 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


insult at once vour heart and your ima- | 


gination. Her lover is placed in his | 
bed: his mother is at his feet, and his | 
mistress holds hishand. **Q Charlotte” | 
cried he, opening a dying eye—he | 
wanted to speak, but his voice broke, | 
and he melted into tears. His tone. 
had pierced the soul of his mistress ; she 
lost her reason, and—* No—I will not 
survive you,” cried she, quite frantic, | 





and seized asword. ‘They disarmed | 
her; and he made a sign with his hand | 
that they should bring her to his bed- 
side. She came, he grasped her arm ; 
and after two painful efforts to speak, 
he says with a sob—* Live Charlotte, 
to comfort my mother,”—and expir- 
ed.— 

———When I passed through Berlin, 
in July, 1789, the unfortunate lady had 
not recovered her senses. 
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ELEGANT ESSAYS AND SELECTIONS. 
Affability. 

In order to render ourselves amia- 
ble in society, we should correct every 
appearance of harshness in our beha- 
viour. ‘That courtesy should distin- 





guish our demeanor, which springs not 


so much from studied politeness, as | 


from a mild and gentle heart. We. 
should follow the customs of the world | 
in matters indifferent, but stop when. 
they become satel. Qur manners 
ought to be sample and natural, and of | 
course they will be engaging. Affecta- 
tion is certain deformity ; by forming | 


themselves on fantastic models, and vy-| 


ing with one another in every reign-| 


ing folly, the young begin with being | 


ridiculous, and end in being vicious and | 
immoral. 
Beauty. 

Beauty has so many charms, that one 
knows not how to speak against it ; and 
when it happens that a graceful figure 
is the habitation of a virtuous soul, when 


the beauty of «he face speaks out the | 


modesty and }famility of the mind, and 
the justness of the proportion raises our 
thoughts up to the Omnipotence and 
wisdom of the great Creator,—some- 


219 


thing may be allowed it,—and some- 
thing to the embellishments which set 
it off ;—and yet when the whole apolo- 
gy is read,—it will be found at last 
that beauty, like truth, is never so ami- 
able as when it goes in the plainest 
dress. 
eee 
DESCRIPTION OF A BATTLE. 
From Voltazre’s Candide 

‘““Those who have never been in battle have no 
conception of any thing so gallant, so well ac- 
coutred, so brilliant, and so finely disposed, as 
the two armies. The trumpets, fifes, haucboys, 
drums, and cannon, formed a concert, superior 
to any thing that was heard in hell itself. The 
entertainment began by a discharge of cannon, 
which in the twinkling of an eye, laid flat 
about 6000 men on each side. The musquet 
carried off, out of the best of all possible worlds, 
9 or 10,000 scoundrels that infested its surface. 
The bayorfet was the next efficient cause of the 
death of several thousands. The whole might 
amount to $0,000 souls.” We aretold that Can. 
dide was so little captivated at the brilliancy of 
the scene, that he trembled like a philosopher, 
during this heroic butchery, and took an oppor- 
tunity to make his escape, while the two kings 
were causing Te Deum to be sung in each of 
their camps. 
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A son of Thespis had a wig, which general- 
ly hung on a pegin his chamber. He one day 
lent the wig toa brother player, and some time 
after called on him accompanied by his dog, 
when his friend happened to have the borrow- 
| ed wig on his head, The player after a little 
| time, took his leave, but his dog remained be- 
hind, and for some time stood looking in the 
man’s face then making a sudden spring, leap- 
|ed on his shoulders, seized the wig, and run 
off with it as fast as he could, and when he 
reached home, he endeavoured by jumping, to 
lang it up in its usual place, 
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When sir Thomas Moore was lord chancel- 
lor of England, he decreed a gentleman to pay 
a sum of money to a poor widow, whom he had 
wronged, to whom the gentleman said, ‘* Then 
I hope your lordship will grant me a long day 
to pay it. “ 1 will grant your motion, (says the 
chancellor,) Monday next is St. Barnabas’s day, 
which is the longest day in the year, pay the 
widow on that day. 

—+ or 

A Spanish poet, describing his passion, says, 

| that in thinking of his mistress, he fell into a 

river, where the heat of his passion had such 
an effect on the water, that it bubbled up, and 
boiled. the fish, insomuch that those who 
came to take him out, were diverted from 





j their object by the delicacy of the fish, which 





were swimming about, ready cooked 
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DRINK TO HiRe—A song, 


( By Thomas Moore, esq.) 


Drink to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy ! 
Oh! woman’s heart was made 
For minstrel’s hands alone, 
By other fingers play’d 
It yields not half the tone. 
Then here’s to her who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 
At beauty’s door of glass, 
When wealth and wit once stood, 
They ask’d her *‘ which might pass ?” 
She answer’d ‘*he who could.” 
With golden key, Wealth thought 
To pass—but ’twould not do ; 
While Wit a diamond brought, 
Which cut his bright way through. 
Then here’s to her who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh, 
The girl who gave to son 
What gold could never buy. 
The love that seeks a home, 
Where wealth or grandeur shines, 
Is like the gloomy gnome 
That dwells in dark gold mines ; 
But, Oh! a poet’s love 
Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
Its native home’s above, 
Though woman keeps it here. 
Then drink to her who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 
— oo 
ACROSTIC. 
G-reat in the martial field, in council wise, 
E-ach virtue guides thee in thy pleasing way, 
O-n wings triumphant, how thy glories rise ! 
R-efulgent as the unclouded god of day ! 
G-eorge on his sea girt throne beholds his 
sun, 


E-clipsed forever by a WASHINGTON ! 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


TO MISS ELIZA J 
I saw thee first a rose-leaf grow, 
Just sproured from its parent tree ; 
Isaw ‘hee next a rose-bud glow 
With blush of sweet simplicity. 
I came again, and thou wert blown 
In beauty’s richest majesty, 
But though the rose maiure had grown 
I found the bud simplicity. 
Oh long im health and beauty glow 
An honour to thy parent tree ! 
But whilst thy blushes roses blow 
Oh keep thy bud simplicity. 
6 Gta 
TO MISS 
With trembling lips my suite I move, 
And fondiy urge the meiting theme, 
I ask not passion, ask not iove 
But pity mingled wirh esteem, 
Ah! give that soft emotion scope, 
For ev’ry glance must love declare, 
A smile, a look, can kindie hope 
E’en irom the ashes of despair. 
~—2 + 
For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
When earthly bliss has vanished as a dream, 
And life seems hastening to an awful close 
That mortal’s blest, whose elevated mind, 
Suffus’d with white rob’d innocence, can 
view 
Che solemn change, divested of its gloom,— 
The portal hence to an eternal day. 
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EPIGRAM, 





| Young Courtly takes me for a dunce ; 
| For all mght long I spoke not once : 
' On better grounds I think him such : 
He spoke but once, yet once too much. 
> + oe 
TO CORRESPO < DENTS, 

‘© Mercutio,” will oblige us by sending the 
explanatory notes, the publication is deferred 
until we receive them.—The letter of ‘* Pub- 
lus Lentilus,” will appear in Number 37, ac- 
/ companied with a critical novice.—** Amicus,” 
will find all his pieces, excepting one, imsert- 
ed; the poetic c mmunication indicaces good 
tasre, but the writing and orthography of the 
whole are certainly deficient, apparently 
through carelessness.—A little attention only is 
wanting to improve both.—The commu :ica- 
tions of ** Felix,” are under consideration.— 
Most of the antiquated terms of ** Epitaphum 
Chemicum,”’ are now obsolete, ‘which renders 








W -hen war’s tumultuous bloody front alarm’d, 
A-nd civil discord ev’ry torch had fir’d ; 
S-erenely brave, the tyrant thou disarmed, 
H-ence at thy frown Britannia’s host retired. 
I-n peace, reverting to thy Vernon’s stream ; 
N-o views ambitious, pointed thee to thrones, 
G-enius of freedom, thou art hail’d supreme, 
T-he chosen guardian of Columbia’s sons, — 
O-n brass and marble shall thy deeds remain; 
ore corroding breath can blight thy 
ame. 





the piece uninteresting.—‘* The moral Price 
Current,” has appeared in the Philadelphia 
Newspapers, but the other pieces are marked 
for insertion, 


PurLADELPHIA—Pubiish® ? weekly, Price 
twelve and an half cents per%month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by TooMas G. ConDIE, 
jan. No, 22. Carter’s Alley, opposite Mr Gt- 
rard’s Bank—Where a LerrerR Boris placed 
for literary communications. 














